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they struck the water like one man, and with a sigh of relief we
shot out to sea and left those frowning cliffs behind. My ship
was safe. But that was the end of all the rest.

' We travelled on in utter dejection, thankful to have escaped
alive, but grieving for the good comrades we had lost. In due
course we came to the island ofAeaea, the home of the beautiful
Circe, a formidable goddess, though her voice is like a woman's.
She is the sister of the wizard Aeetes, both being children of the
Sun who lights the world, by the same mother. Perse the
Daughter of Ocean. We approached the coast of this island and
brought our ship into the shelter of the haven without making a
sound. Some god must have guided us in. And when we had
disembarked, for two whole days and nights we lay on the
beach, suffering not only from exhaustion but from the horrors
we had been through. The third day was heralded by a lovely
Dawn. When the sunJwas up I took my spear and sword, slipped
away from the ship, and struck inland, making for a coign of
vantage from which I might look out for signs of human in-
dustry or hear men's voices. I climbed a rocky height which
promised a wide view, and on reaching the top I was able to see
the smoke rising from the distant spot where Circe's house lay
screened by the dense oak-scrub and forest trees. That glimpse I
had of ruddy smoke left me in two minds whether or not to
press forward and reconnoitre. After some hesitation I thought
the better course would be to return first to my ship on the
beach, give my men a meal, and send out an exploring party.
And here some god must have been moved to pity by my for-
lorn condition. For when I had almost got back to the ship, I fell
in with a great antlered stag, right across my path. The fierce
heat of the sun had brought him down from the forest pastures
to drink at a stream, and as he came up from the water I caught
him on the spine half-way down his back. The bronze point of
my spear went right through him, and with a groan he fell in
the dust and was dead. With one foot on his carcass I dragged
the spear out of the wound, laid it on the ground, and left it there
while I plucked myself some withes and willow-twigs, which I